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Life

Blind Eye

Pretending

by James Pollack

by Ariana Jalil

To hear the stories of the Holocaust past,
Brings tears to my eyes thinking about hearing those
guns blast.

Sunset, take another picture of it
lest you see it with your own eyes.

Children taken from their mom and dad,
Left to survive on their own made me mad.
Starving, gassed and left for dead,
What was the world thinking knowing they didn’t
even have a piece of bread?
They sat back and watched as everyone died,
While children and parents and families cried.
Now we know and we shall never forget,
And we will never let this happen again.

You only eat food you can post.
Now, my food makes me feel gross.
I would like to be what I appear to be,
leave behind the slavery of being perfect.
I am not the blonde you see,
nor are you the green-eyed boy, correct?
And post so that the whole world sees
that life without a filter is not that ugly.
And if you don’t feel nice,
it’s because your self-esteem is measured with likes.

Opposite: by Jenna Russo
Above: by Samantha Koffler
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Won’t You Ever Know
by Anna Hegarty
Won’t you ever know
When you’re leaning against the wall
And there is no one to call
When you can’t sleep
because your insomnia screams
And your mind keeps racing
although you feel empty inside
Feels like you’re sinking into the ground
Except you’re not six feet under
You’re alive and well

The Old Man
by Sanjaya Malindra Perera
Midday on a Monday, right on the bell
An old man came in, with a story to tell
Annoyed and forced to listen, I dwell
A waste of my time, my personal hell
Stories of early life, he began to tell
Of the war, six million could not foretell
A survivor he was, of a genocide known well
A survivor of his own personal hell
Him! A hero, not what he longed to sell
On misfortunes of his past, he did not dwell
Stories on perseverance and time, he did tell
Cheering to love, care, and live life well
Ashamed of a life I once called hell
But driven by the stories, an old man had to tell
Persistent to live, to use time well
To be an old man, with stories to tell

Left: by Sindee Kerker
Above: by Ana Maria Barcenas Lujan
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Opoosite
Top: by Genesis Morlabaez
Left: by Kimberly Rowland
Above right: by Paige Platt
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Christmas Morning 1 & 2
by Christian Nast
Christmas Morning 1
I wake up and walk to the window. A fluffy white snow blankets the ground
in every direction. I quickly put my pajamas on and run into my parent’s room
to wake them. Before they got out of bed, I run downstairs to look at the gifts
under the tree. My eyes light up, and I start counting all the presents I see. My
parents finally come downstairs and go straight to the kitchen to grab a cup of
coffee. I begin to dig into the gifts with a massive smile on my face while the
strong smell of coffee travels from the kitchen all the way to the living room. Gift
by gift, I open them all until there are none under the tree. A warm cup of hot
chocolate and pancakes finish off the morning. Another Christmas in the books.
I hope to get the exact same outcome many more times.

Christmas Morning 2
As I wake up, I roll around and look for my phone. I look through social media
before texting my parents to see if they are awake. I get out of bed and throw on
a t-shirt and sweatpants, then proceed downstairs. I sit on the couch and turn
on the TV while glancing at the Christmas tree that has had the same number of
gifts under it as a week ago. My parents come downstairs, and we quickly open
the gifts we have gotten each other. Then, it’s off to the diner to grab breakfast
together, another Christmas in the books
until next year.

Above left: by Andy Hirst
Above right: by Andy Hirst
Opposite: by Geraldine Villarreal

6

7

Above: by Jenna Russo

8

THE DELIVERY
by David Fleisher
SETTING: The home of DARLENE and DOUGLAS CAMPBELL
AT RISE: It is early morning. DOUGLAS is reading the newspaper.

DOUGLAS
Republicans and Democrats squabble over balancing the budget.

DARLENE
Shirley's?
DOUGLAS
It's a bar.

(DARLENE ENTERS wearing a blue bathrobe)

DARLENE
I really wish you'd put the top back on the toothpaste.

DARLENE
Who are you talking to?

DOUGLAS
Consider it done.

DOUGLAS
Are you familiar with the word squabble?

DARLENE
Lord knows I’ve heard that before.

DARLENE
You mean Scrabble.

DOUGLAS
Darlene, are we really squabbling over toothpaste? You need to get out
more.

DOUGLAS
Squabble.
DARLENE
What time is it?
DOUGLAS
A little before seven.
DARLENE
You left the top off the toothpaste.
DOUGLAS
I don’t think so.
DARLENE
I’m telling you the toothpaste was completely topless.

DARLENE
What's today?
DOUGLAS
Monday.
DARLENE
Your snoring kept me up last night.
DOUGLAS
I'll put the clippers on.
DARLENE
You keep saying that but you never do.

DOUGLAS
If I did leave it off, I won't do it again.

DOUGLAS
I don't like putting those things on my nose. I can’t breathe. I'm a nose
person.

DARLENE
Would you be surprised to know you do it all the time?

DARLENE
I was up all night.

DOUGLAS
Once you have your mind made up, there’s no changing it, is there?

DOUGLAS
Wear ear muffs.

DARLENE
I am not your maid, Douglas.

DARLENE
How come you snore so damn much? You didn't do that when we first got
married.

DOUGLAS
Did you iron my bowling shirt?
DARLENE
Yes. When will you be home?
DOUGLAS
A little before eleven if we lose, after midnight if we win. We'll be celebrating
at Shirley's.

DOUGLAS
It's part of the aging process.
DARLENE
It has nothing to do with the aging process, it's because you’ve got
something on your mind. I read somewhere when a person thinks
too much, especially at night, they go to the bathroom a lot, they have
nightmares, and they snore.
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DOUGLAS
I swear I didn’t know that, Darlene.
DARLENE
You don't read enough.
DOUGLAS
I read the paper every day.
DARLENE
I'm talking about scientific journals.		
DOUGLAS
First of all, I don’t believe in science. I believe in what I can see with my own
eyes.
DARLENE
I think you’d be a happier person if you broaden your horizons.
DOUGLAS
My horizons are broad enough
.
DARLENE
Isn’t it time for you to go to work?
DOUGLAS
Do you know anything about the deficit?
DARLENE
The what?
DOUGLAS
Deficit.
DARLENE
Deficit?
DOUGLAS
The federal fucking deficit.
DARLENE
What's the matter with you?
DOUGLAS
It’s a simple question.
DARLENE
Nobody in their right mind talks about the federal deficit, especially this early
in the morning. That’s what you get for reading the newspaper too much.
You end up talking about the federal deficit.
DOUGLAS
Darlene, did you know it’s hard to carry on a logical conversation with you
sometimes?
DARLENE
We need to get a new car. I just can’t decide what color.
DOUGLAS
Red.
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DARLENE
What about blue?
DOUGLAS
I like red.
DARLENE
I don't like red.
DOUGLAS
Well, you asked.
DARLENE
Would you consider blue?
DOUGLAS
Hell, I'd consider anything. You know why? Because my horizons are broad.
DARLENE
I’d like a compact this time, tired of driving those big-ass cars.
DOUGLAS
Did I tell you about my pants at the cleaners?
DARLENE
Pants?
DOUGLAS
The cleaners.
DARLENE
You never told me about any pants at the cleaners.
DOUGLAS
Could you pick them up while I’m at work? I need them tonight.
DARLENE
Why tonight?
DOUGLAS
I’m going bowling. It’s Monday, remember?
DARLENE
Why can’t you just wear another pair?
DOUGLAS
Darlene.
DARLENE
What?
DOUGLAS
I’m on a team for God’s sake. We all wear the same pants.
DARLENE
That shows a severe lack of imagination. The newspaper is making you
stupid.
(There’s a knock at the door)

DARLENE
Do you have any idea what time it is?!

DOUGLAS
My favorite color's red.

DOUGLAS
Seven o'clock.

MASON
My favorite color's blue.

DARLENE
That’s right, Douglas, seven o’clock in the morning.

DOUGLAS
Darlene here ... her favorite color's blue too.

DOUGLAS
It could be someone who’s lost.

MASON
Just about everything I own is blue.

DARLENE
Who’s lost and knocking on doors at seven in the morning?

DOUGLAS
See, I'd consider blue, but I like red.

DOUGLAS
Well, hell, I don’t know. Just open it.

DARLENE
Are you finished? I'd sort of like to know what he's doing here at this
ungodly hour.

(Another knock at the door)
DARLENE
By God, I am not happy about this.

MASON
I have a delivery, Ma’am.

(DARLENE opens the door. A few moments pass)

DARLENE
I can see that but don't you think it's a little early to be making house calls?

DARLENE
Well, we can just stand here staring at each other or you can come in.

MASON
I just need your signature and I’ll be on my way.

(MASON, a young, clean-cut looking man ENTERS. He is carrying a large
box)

DOUGLAS
Sounds reasonable. By the way, do you know anything about the federal
deficit?

MASON
U.P.S, Ma’am.
DARLENE
U.P.S. my ass! Do you have any idea what time it is?
DOUGLAS
He’s just doing his job.

MASON
The federal what?
DOUGLAS
Deficit.
MASON
No, sir, I’m afraid I don’t.

MASON
(to DARLENE)
Are you Douglas Campbell?

DOUGLAS
That’s okay, nobody around here does either.

DARLENE
Do I look like Douglas Campbell?

MASON
This is 2130 Beckett Drive, right?

DOUGLAS
She’s just being sarcastic, young man, don’t take it personal.

DARLENE
Unfortunately, it is.

DARLENE
Was I talking to you, Douglas?

MASON
Ma’am, may I say something without you taking it the wrong way?

MASON
You're Douglas Campbell.

DARLENE
Depends.

DOUGLAS
And you are?

MASON
I like your robe.

MASON
Mason, sir, Mason Redd.

DARLENE
Beg your pardon?
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DOUGLAS
Said he likes your robe.

(DOUGLAS takes a red bowling ball out of the box and pretends to bowl
with it)

DARLENE
My robe?

DOUGLAS
‘Bout time.

MASON
You look really good in it.

(DARLENE unties her robe and lets it drop to the floor revealing a flimsy
nightgown)

DARLENE
You think so?

DOUGLAS
Perfect. This one’s a keeper.

MASON
Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything.

(DOUGLAS carefully places the bowling ball back in the box)

DARLENE
Do you have any idea who that man is over there?

DOUGLAS
Runnin’ late, gotta go.
(DOUGLAS EXITS)

MASON
That would be Douglas Campbell of 2130 Beckett Drive.
DARLENE
Mason, in case you haven’t figured it out yet, I'm married.
MASON
Just for the record, Mason’s my middle name. First name's actually
Jason.
DARLENE
Then how come you use the name Mason? Don’t you like your first
name?
MASON
It’s okay but I like Mason better. ‘Course, if I’m ever required to give
my full legal name, I’d have to say it’s Jason Mason Redd.
DOUGLAS
Uh, Babe, don't mean to interrupt the conversation, but you think you
got his name all figured out yet? I'd sort of like to see what's inside
the box before I go to work. And I’ll tell you something else. I know
for a fact that I did not, repeat, did not leave the top off the damn
toothpaste. So there you go.
DARLENE
Douglas, the top was already on the side of the sink when I arrived
in the bathroom. Who the hell do you think left it there? The Fairy
fucking godmother?
(DOUGLAS begins opening the box.)
MASON
Ma’am, may I say something else without you takin’ offense?
DARLENE
That train left the station a while ago, but go ahead.
MASON
I like how you smell. And even if I get in trouble, I have to tell you
something else. You have the softest lookin’ skin I’ve ever seen.
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MASON
I’ve probably already said too much. And I’m sorry about that, Ma’am.
Sometimes I just can’t help myself.
(DARLENE pulls MASON to her, starts unbuckling his belt, and kisses him
passionately, as LIGHTS FADE)

Call
by Ariel Paul
For help
Mayday is ringing
And my heart is singing
The freedom I feel and taste
Is beyond unrealistic
These things I see for myself are beyond
What any life has seen
Do you see me?
Calling? Screaming?
This is not me in fear but in disbelief
What I didn't know has come and saved me
Clearer days are more than rain clouds
The woman I am meant to be is here now
Do you hear me?
Clinging? Embracing?
What is now her arrival
For her welcome
I’m almost over another mile
I believe in this calling
I believe in choosing self
Because this my purpose.

The Sun Will Rise Tomorrow
by Caroline Blair
Something I know is true.
The sun will rise tomorrow.
The world may seem dark,
that the night is endless
Loneliness creeps in and settles,
but the sun will rise tomorrow.
Sadness may overwhelm
and burden our lives,
but the sun will rise tomorrow.
And, when the sun rises tomorrow,
the sun wants to see you smile

Above right: by Rachel Minihan
Right: by Sofia Manner
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Dusty

First Winter Break

by Willis Chery

by Carolyn Stein

I’m tired of being stomped on and walked all over.
I’m tired of being a person who doesn’t get any
respect on the streets.

You can’t wait
with a heart around the date,
back with Mom and Dad
talking about the fun times you just had.

I constantly get dirt thrown on my name without any
concern. Although you treat me with disrespect,
I still watch your every step.
Just remember you can’t walk this long road without me.
YOU need ME just as much as I need YOU!
Let’s run the world together.

They Are Gone
by Paula Hyman
Now that they are gone
I must learn to move on
Without them in my daily life.
How do I do that?
Even when I thought
I no longer needed their support
In some small way, they have always been there for me.
But now, they are gone.
Not sure how to move on.
They are constantly on my mind
Even though she passed five years before him
I must now remember the things they said,
The actions they took,
The mistakes they made,
So I can continue to learn from them.
I must build my muscle memory
To hold on tightly to them.
They will be with me,
But only in my mind.

Back to your old friends
and all the full sends,
the careless nights
without any fights.
Happy to be home
where you are free to roam.
You know your way around town,
and it’s ok to act like a clown.
You are back in your place.
Getting back feels like a race,
but you slowly realize something isn’t right,
maybe cause it’s the first night.
My mattress isn’t holding me the same,
and I don’t hear my roommates whispering my name.
I can’t find a good spot in my bed.
Maybe I’m just in my head.
But the friends are different, too.
We all keep changing without a clue.
Stories are hard to follow.
This is becoming a hard pill to swallow.
A lot of “omg I forgot to tell you,”
and “I met this girl who’s just like you.”
We are in different circles now.
We said friends forever, so how?
And you get this realization
that it’s not like the whole city went on vacation.
You realize just how much you grew,
and it’s like the city never knew.
Because it happens every year,
and now it becomes clear.
How come it happens so fast?
How come my happiness can never last?
This wave crashes with no warning.
Sometimes I feel like it is impossible to make it to the morning.

I hope I never forget their voices
Or how they spoke to each other, as partners in life.
For now they are partners beyond this life.
Stay with me, in my mind’s eye.
Remain with me, for years to come.
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Opposite: by Andy Hirst
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Top left: by Rachel Minihan
Top right: by Sindee Kerker
Bottom left: by Sam Frost
Bottom right: by Hailey Nubar
Opposite:by Ariel Paul
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Right: by Kimberly Rowland
Bottom right: by Lily Sullivan
Below: by Erica Greenberg
Opposite:by Kelly Webb
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Attachment
by Willis Chery
Attached by the hip since birth, we look similar;
an attachment is now made.
When I get older, we may grow apart.
So let’s enjoy today.

Cliché Poem
by Flo Zuccollilo
My heart gets broken every time.
I always cry on my mother’s lap.
There are plenty of fish in the sea,
yet the ones I choose are crap.
One day I see new neighbors move in,
and I see you standing on the street.
We locked eyes, and our fate was sealed.
The boy next door is going to be sweet.

Top right: by Rory Ronzano
Bottom right: by Rory Ronzano
Bottom left: by Nicky Vannicola
Opposite:by Lily Sullivan
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Eyes
by Ashley Inoa Grullon
eyes
one eye		
so much			

can say

much two		

imagine how
eyes can say?

opening and				

closing,

what a			

great way

to see 			
sometimes 			
not to
		

and not see
we choose
see.

i wish i could.

Above: by Nicky Vannicola
Left: by Cristian Salgado
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Afghan Women’s Perspective into the Future: A Poem
by Uche Ogbonna, Avery O’Rourke and Lima Sarhadi
Current situation
Just like a nestling,
ready to fly,
I’ve longed for a time,
where I, a woman, would rise.
Maturity I’ve grown to see,
equals “femininity,”
simply mothering within the home,
a truth that today, I hold false.
Taught only to a point by sirs,
as no madams can be found so I proceed,
my potential is limited,
while my brothers learn to dominate.
Society withholds my key to success.
Efforts to free me and my sisters,
through reading and writing,
end in bloodshed-generations of trauma.
My fellow girls who’ve resisted,
lie fatally injured, their faces disfigured.
We are learning to part with our dreams.
Our silence, an attempt to life, over death.
I am the next generation,
a true daughter of Afghanistan,
tomorrow’s leader and mentor,
my right to education is long overdue...
The goal
As the sun watches over me,
I lift my hands up,
keeping my future close to my heart.
Today I reclaim my power.
Through education,
Let's create a stable, just society.

I am the next generation,
independently standing my ground,
as an advocate for peace,
gender equality,
a job that is mine,
a safe walk to work without chains.
The future
I yearn for a change,
a season where my dreams are a reality,
and my tomorrow is different,
with me holding my diploma in hand.
A life with professors who look like me,
in biology lectures with my sisters,
a few months from being nurses,
someday they’ll be doctors.
A day where I
can create through code,
and provide hope,
through political science and law.
A period where, rather than fear,
I am comforted by my gender,
educating youth on our economy,
translating my education into social mobility.
A time when
all the daughters of Afghanistan
flock to school joyfully,
supported by their fathers and mothers.
I am like water,
moldable, adaptable, yet needed.
I am the next generation,
the role model I always wished I had.

Freedom, a better future, is all I ask.
Control over my life, my one sincerest wish.
I strive for a day my family cheers me on,
standing side by side with my brothers,
my sisters and I, acknowledged,
fully equipped with successful skill sets.
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Run for Your Life: Risking It All to Come to America
by Susan Foti - Dedicated to the memory of George Foti, M.D.
Atrocities shock us to the core and force us to unlock our innate strength,
compassion, and resilience in order to heal and grow. My husband,
George, was nine years old when he watched the Hungarian Revolution
unfold. Even though he was young, George vividly remembered 1956 for
the rest of his life. As he retold, it was a period when his Hungarian family
and friends were exhausted by the oppressive impact of the Cold War,
Russian occupation, and food scarcity. Most of all, they were alarmed by
the resurgence of anti-Semitism.

them. Just as it appeared safe, a Russian tank emerged from the woods,
blocking the road. Armed soldiers boarded and took five men off the truck,
including Bela. The women sobbed quietly. After some time, Bela returned
to the truck, having bribed the soldiers with his new camera concealed
under his overcoat. He was an expert negotiator and always prepared for
the worst. This previously enabled him to be freed from a concentration
camp during the Holocaust. By sharing the strategy with Edith, she was
also able to escape her camp.

The one group that stood strong and united against the Soviet military was
the Hungarian freedom fighters. Through unimaginable sacrifice and valor,
the freedom fighters succeeded in routing the Soviet military from Hungary
for about two weeks, causing Russian soldiers to flee Budapest. But it was
a short-lived retreat; the Russians returned with a vengeance to crush the
uprising.

The truck finally reached its destination—a small coal-mining town. The
family slept huddled together on a cold floor with a few thin blankets, which
cost them all their extra clothing and a few watches Bela carried on both
arms. Because the trip would be many miles through unfamiliar woods,
Bela hired a local to guide them to the border near Andau, paying him
all his remaining cash. However, the peasant lost his nerve, returned the
money, and another guide had to be found.

George’s dad, Bela, took George and his older brother, Tommy, by the
hand and led them through poverty-stricken Budapest. He showed them
the devastation of war, and prepared them for the “Great Escape” that was
to begin within 12 hours. Bela believed his children were not too young to
be brave and strong.
Bela’s nephew, Ivan, who was only ten and had little family supervision,
bought bottles of vinegar, drained them, and filled them with gasoline. He
carried the bottles to the roofs where the freedom fighters made Molotov
cocktails and threw them into the Russian tanks and military vehicles. On
one occasion, Ivan and a friend ran across the main boulevard and were
pursued by a Russian tank firing artillery shells at them. His friend’s body
was ripped in half, killing him instantly. Ivan froze in shock. Fortunately,
someone threw a Molotov cocktail at the tank; it blew up, and Ivan’s life
was spared. Ivan still remembers the horror of the burning bodies and
smells the putrid odor of smoldering flesh that filled the air. The atrocities
of the 1956 Hungarian Revolution remained etched in the young boys’
memories just like others who experienced the devastating upheaval.
Bela had enough of the turmoil and desperately wanted a full and
meaningful life for his family—one without war, communism, or antiSemitism. Under cover of night, George’s immediate family of four gathered
their small valuables, all the clothing they could wear, and walked out of
Budapest. After crossing the Chain Bridge, they were picked up on the
outskirts of town by freedom fighters who drove them in the back of an old
truck for two days to the mountainous region near Austria’s border.
Traveling was a tremendous risk; if the family was captured, they would
have been executed on the spot by the Russian military. These rural
pathways were lined with charred bodies hung from their feet from trees.
Though the freedom fighters’ cause was righteous, they were brutal if they
caught Hungarians collaborating with Russians. The corpses were left as a
warning to traitors. George’s mother, Edith, tried to shield her son’s eyes,
but his father insisted he witness the inhumanity people were capable of.
This emotionally scarring spectacle was impressed in George’s memory; he
vowed that night to become a healer, not a fighter. In fact, both he and his
brother became well-respected, compassionate physicians.
George’s family continued their journey, hitching a ride on a second truck
crowded with local peasants, which provided good camouflage. Bela
took a risk, paying the peasants the equivalent of half his valuables to join
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The next thing George remembered was crawling on his belly along a
muddy riverbank for nearly 17 kilometers. Gunfire occasionally illuminated
the night sky as the family crept in silence until they reached a collapsed
bridge. Fortunately, the pilings were still intact and all four managed to
crawl across the side rails. They rested after crossing the river. Bela took
out a small piece of cured bacon, cut it with his pocketknife, and shared
the precious portions with his family. With tears in his eyes, Bela— filled
with gratitude—looked at the sky and savored their first meal in freedom!
At that moment, lanterns lit their startled faces. The family cowered in
fear, but the men were two Austrian border guards welcoming them to
their country. In broken Hungarian, the guards explained they were in
Schattendorf, Austria, and a tractor transport them and other families who
fled Hungary. The tractor was pulling two carts with 30 frightened and
penniless refugees to safety in Salzburg where they were fed and clothed in
a camp by locals.
But after his Holocaust experience, the arrangement was unacceptable
to Bela. To Edith’s dismay, he refused to be in forced confinement. She
begged him to just stay and rest, but he ventured into town and sold his
expensive WWII military Marvin watch to buy the family bus fare to Vienna
and an elegant hotel room. Bela had a premonition that somehow, his
brother in America would intuitively know to search for him in Vienna.
The two always dreamed about the seeing each other again. Bela was a
believer in his ability to achieve his aspirations. His brother, Paul, knew Bela
had the need for freedom running through his veins and would seize the
moment to find a better life for his family.
The next day, in Vienna, the Foti family went to Hebrew Immigrant Aid
Society (HIAS), a Jewish relief organization that provided them with
clothing and pocket money. After, they checked into the hotel and explored
downtown Vienna. The shop owners were generous and invited them in
for free tastings of sweets and pastries. Nine-year-old George lingered too
long in the candy shop and was separated from his mother, father, and
older brother.
He started back to the Hotel de France where his dad told them to go if
any trouble arose, and ran into his father’s arms while turning a corner. But
upon closer inspection, George realized it wasn’t his father but a similar
looking man. His uncle Paul recognized him from photos sent to America,

gave him a big hug, and they walked to the hotel where Paul was staying
for the past week searching for them. When Edith, Bela, and Tommy
returned to the same hotel hoping to find lost George, they were overjoyed.
The two brothers charged at one another, hugging and clutching with a
long embrace that only 22 years of separation could inspire. Paul excitedly
asked, “Where is the rest of the family?” Edith answered, “We escaped
alone.” Bela hung his head in frustration and shame.
The next morning Bela and Paul planned to find someone to return to
Hungary too retrieve the rest of the family for the sum of $20,000. But
Bela did not trust a stranger with such a critical mission and decided to go
himself, asking Paul to say goodbye to Edith and the children for him and
take care of them if he didn’t return.
Bela crossed the border without a visa or travel forms, armed only with
cash and valuables from Paul. Determined to rescue the remaining 29
family members, their extended families, and their close friends, he risked
his life a second time. This included his brother Andor, a paraplegic.
Andor’s wife wrapped him in a Persian rug that was used as a stretcher
but could be traded if necessary. The group also included an elderly
grandmother who required assistance and an infant.
Bela got help from another brother with a truck rounding up the relatives
and driving them to the train traveling to Gyor. Next, they crossed the
mountains for about 18 kilometers. George’s cousins, Susie and Ethel, who
survived the arduous trip, walked for two nights without sleep in rubber
boots stuffed with newspaper and no socks. The group got lost before
finally arriving at the border in Schattendorf.
The cousins smiled when they recalled that there are two almost identical
expressions in the Hungarian language for “What time is it?” and “How
many watches do you have?” When the border guards asked this question,
Bela assumed asking for a bribe, so he showed them the four watches on
his arm. The guards took the watches and let the group cross into Austria.

Bela and Edith worked diligently in Paul’s factory, and in two years saved
enough to purchase a car and make a down payment on a cozy house in
Queens. Two years later, Bela opened his own sweater factory that Edith
managed. He worked with his brothers during the week and then with
his wife on weekends and holidays. Bela was extremely grateful for the
opportunity that Paul gave them, but he needed his independence and had
to prove he could survive on his own.
George inherited this family trait, which he passed on to our children. I
loved and admired George’s courageous, hardworking, and adaptable
family over the five years we were courting, even before I knew we would
be engaged after college graduation in 1969. We were married for 50 years
until his untimely and sudden death in November 2020.
Currently, there are only three remaining relatives alive out of the 33 who
risked everything to escape to America. It is my honor to chronicle this
extraordinary tale of liberation, courage, and family devotion as told to me
by my loving husband, George, and just recently shared with me by his
three surviving cousins who were part of this great endeavor. The names
of these admirable, brave souls are Ivan Weisz, Ethel Singer, and Susie
Hofele. A heart-felt thanks to them for their personal account of their
escape from Hungary in 1956, which greatly contributed to my ability to
share this family’s incredible story.
It is exemplary that all 33 of these Hungarian-American patriots had such
a strong appreciation for the United States, it surpassed the devotion
of many people native-born Americans. This is a story of the bravery of
two brothers with an undying vision of family reunification. More than
40 descendants of the 33 original refugees continue to proudly hand
down the account of the family’s escape and journey to their children
and grandchildren. This tradition will undoubtedly continue through the
generations. Through the suffering of our ancestors, we are gifted the
chance to heal and grow stronger, creating ripples of inner strength and
that go far beyond our stone’s throw.

In 1934, Paul immigrated to America, became a citizen, got married,
started a family, and built an extremely successful garment business.
Then, 22 years later, using his American resources and connections, Paul
rented a bus in Vienna to collect his precious family in Schattendorf. And
72 hours later, he chartered a flight to the United States and was able to
clear American immigration because Paul guaranteed the U.S. officials that
he would house, feed, clothe, employ, and educate each one of his family
members. He kept that promise.
The whole family was processed at Camp Kilmer in N.J. Paul and his wife,
Julie, rented a big summer resort on the ocean in Rockaway Beach, N.Y.,
and helped all 33 family members move in. The family was protected from
danger as they had their first taste of freedom in their new surroundings.
They escaped tragedy and could shape a new path in America, finally
enjoying the freedoms of speech and religion, meaningful work, education,
peace, and prosperity.
A few months later, Paul rented separate apartments for everyone in Rego
Park, N.Y., and Bela and Julie supplied each apartment with furniture, food,
and clothing. George fondly remembered tasting his first Coca-Cola, eating
cereal, and watching American Westerns on TV. Two years later, George’s
elderly grandmother, the matriarch of the family, arrived in N.Y., completing
their entire Hungarian family. She had been too frail to leave with the rest
of the group. When she flew into Idlewild (Kennedy) Airport, the entire
family greeted her, as well as most of the major newspaper reporters and
photographers. Their story appeared on the front page of many of those
publications.

Above: by Sindee Kerker
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“The Happy Black Woman”
by Xavia Williams
FADE IN
INT. DR. SMITH’S APARTMENT – EARLY MORNING
Angelica lies in her bed alone, eyes wide open staring as the sun creeps in
her bedroom through the window. She shifts towards her nightstand and
picks up her phone. It’s 6:30 a.m. 30 minutes before her alarm goes off.
DR. SMITH
“Let’s see how fast I can get ready.”
Angelica gets up and starts to get ready for her busy day. Once she’s out
the shower, she heads to the kitchen to make herself a bowl of cereal. She
settles in the living room sitting in front of her coffee table she picks up her
remote and turns on the TV.

ANGELICA’S MOM
“It’s okay to take some time off. How you think you got here?”
Angelica’s face scrunches up in disgust.
DR. SMITH
“MOM!”
Angelica’s mom laughs at her.
ANGELICA’S MOM
“Oh hush! If you’re old enough to do it, you’re old enough to talk about it.
What about that guy at the retreat you went to last year? Matthew, right?
He’s cute”

DR. SMITH
“His name is Mike, and I don’t want to talk about this with you!”
Angelica glances at the clock on the wall. It’s 7:45 a.m. She grabs her
purse and keys getting ready to go.

ANCHORMAN ON THE TV
“According to a survey taken by millions across the country, millennials no
longer believe that if they work hard their dreams will come true. They are
just about the most depressed generation I’ve ever seen!”

ANGELICA’S MOM
“I just want you to be happy baby.”

DR. SMITH
“Because it’s a scam.”
Angelica rolls her eyes at the anchor man on the TV. She hears a noise
coming from her room. She gets up to go check only to see it’s her alarm.
She chuckles turning it off.

ANGELICA’S MOM
“Okay. I want you to think about what I said. I love you.”

DR. SMITH
“Took you long enough”
Her phone rings. It’s her mom. She picks up and puts it on speaker.

DR. SMITH
“I’m as happy as I can be, Momma. I gotta go to work now.”

DR. SMITH
“Love you too mom. Bye”
Angelica hangs up the phone, puts it in her purse, and walks out of the
apartment.

ANGELICA’S MOM
“Morning baby! How you doing this fine morning? Surely not with a man.”
Angelica rolls her eyes. She continues eating her cereal.

INT. DR. SMITH’S OFFICE – LATER THAT MORNING
Sitting at her desk Angelica pulls her work notebook out of her purse.
Opening it to a brand-new page she wasn’t sure how to title yet. A knock
on the door takes her out of focus. She looks up to see the receptionist at
the door. She motions for her to come in. The receptionist hands Angelica
a new file titled “JANET FOX”

DR. SMITH
“No Momma.”

DR. SMITH
“This is her?”

ANGELICA’S MOM
“You watching the news?”

RECEPTIONIST
“Yep! Should I send her in?”

DR. SMITH
“Yep! They say my generation is sad.”

DR. SMITH
“Five minutes. I need to look this over.”
The receptionist nods and leaves. Angelica takes the picture of Janet
off the file to further examine who she is. Everything seems normal until
Angelica reads what she wants to accomplish through therapy: “I want to
become the happy Black woman.”

DR. SMITH
“Morning Momma”

ANGELICA’S MOM
“It’s always something bout y’all. What’s wrong?”
DR. SMITH
“What do you mean?”
ANGELICA’S MOM
“Well, I didn’t raise a sad little girl but somehow along the way work
became your only hobby. When’s the last time you gone on a date?”
DR. SMITH
“I don’t know Momma. At least I’m not lazy.”
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DR. SMITH
“What kind of made-up goal is this?”
Another knock on the door interrupted her thoughts. Angelica snapped
the file shut, got up, and opens the door. Angelica looks into her patient’s
eyes to see if she can read anything off her. Nothing. Janet made herself
comfortable onto the mini couch while Angelica adjusted her office chair in
front of her desk. Janet nervously fumbles with her fingers.

DR. SMITH
“So, who are you?”
JANET
“My name is Janet.”
DR. SMITH
“Wrong.”
JANET
“What?”
DR. SMITH
“Your name is on the file but only you know who you are.”
JANET
“Well, who are you?”
DR. SMITH
“What?”
JANET
“I don’t know who you are. I didn’t get a file.”
DR. SMITH
“Oh, I’m sorry. My name is Angelica Smith, but you can call me Dr. Smith.
I’m a therapist here who specializes in readjusting self-confidence. I’ve
had many patients come and go through that door you just walked in.”
JANET
“What else?”
DR. SMITH
“Huh?”
JANET
“You only told me what you do. Not who you are.”
DR. SMITH
“It’s best not to share too much so our doctor to patient relationship stays
intact.”
Janet nods her head. Angelica clicks her pen and smiles. She wasn’t
expecting that just now. Her patients usually just talk about themselves,
but Janet is different. Clearly not her first time in therapy. So, what is with
this goal?
DR. SMITH
“So, a goal you want to accomplish through therapy is to become the
happy Black woman.”
JANET
“Yes”
DR. SMITH
“And what exactly is a happy Black woman?”
Janet leans back into the couch. Her hand swiftly flicks her hair out of the
way of her face and onto her chin. She bites her bottom lip unsure of how
to phrase it. She scratches her head.
DR. SMITH
“You don’t need a definite answer right now. I didn’t mean to put you on
the spot.”

JANET
“Okay... I guess that’s why I’m here, you know? To find out.”
Angelica nods her head in understanding. The receptionist knocks on the
door taking the two women out of a daze. The receptionist points at her
watch. Angelica hands Janet a marker to choose her next appointment.
DR. SMITH
“Until next time, Janet.”
JANET
“Until next time, Dr. Smith.”
INT. DR. SMITH’S APARTMENT – LATER THAT WEEK
Angelica sits upright on her couch surfing the internet on her laptop. Ever
since her first session with Janet, she can't seem to grasp this goal of hers
and neither could Google.
DR. SMITH
“The one time I don’t know what I’m doing, Google can’t help me out.
Seriously?”
Time goes by and no real progress has been made. All Angelica got was
Tyler Perry movie suggestions, Beyoncé’s discography, and a history
lesson on cultural appropriation vs. cultural appreciation due to the
Kardashians wearing braids for the 100th time. Angelica grew frustrated.
Before she clicks off the screen, a link catches her eye. It reads: Happy
Woman or Superwoman Complex?
DR. SMITH
“Bingo.”
She clicks it.
INT. DR. SMITH’S OFFICE – JANET’S NEXT APPOINTMENT
Today Angelica was more than excited to speak with Janet. After thorough
research and dusting off old textbooks from her college days Angelica has
come up with ways she thinks can help. In her notebook, she has a list
of things to put to the test. The receptionist knocks on the door. Angelica
shoots up out of her chair with a smile on her face, holding her notebook
close to her chest.
DR. SMITH
“Welcome back! Come on in we have much to discuss.”
Janet sits down with an awkward smile on her face.
JANET
“Did you just win the lottery or are you that happy to see me?”
Angelica shakes her head chuckling as she adjusts her office chair in front
of Janet.
DR. SMITH
“As good as winning the lottery sounds, I’m always happy to see my
patients return.”
Nice save Angelica thinks to herself. She takes a deep breath and sighs.
She looks at Janet with that signature therapist smile.
DR. SMITH
“So last time we discussed your goal you weren’t sure what it detailed. Is
that still the case?”
Janet fiddled with her fingers unsure how to answer. Angelica clicks her
pen and writes: Still unable to identify. Perfectly normal.
DR. SMITH
“Let’s move on. Tell me about your childhood. What were you like as a kid?
Start at whatever age you like.”
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JANET
“Well, I didn’t have the best childhood, but I didn’t have the worst one
either if that makes sense.”
Angelica puts on her poker face.

DR. SMITH
“I see. What about your friends? How are your relationships with them?”
JANET
“Well, we knew each other since we were children, but when I left for
college things changed between us.”

JANET
“Both of my parents are in the picture. They have their moments, but
they’ve always tried their best to raise me. I just never felt like enough
sometimes.”

DR. SMITH
“But you’re still friends, right?”

DR. SMITH
“Enough how?”
JANET
“Like...I feel like they expect too much from me and there’s no room for
mistakes because-”
DR. SMITH & JANET
“Success was the only option.”
The two women’s mouths form into an O shape shortly after practically
talking in sync. Janet continues.
JANET
“I never understood why the world always felt like an enemy rather than a
friend. There was always a flaw. They hate me cause I’m Black, hate me
because I bleed, and God forbid if I’m actingDR. SMITH
“Acting white?
JANET
“YES! What does THAT even mean? Since when did speaking properly
make you white? Black people can’t talk basic American English now?”
DR. SMITH
“As if Black people couldn’t be smart.”
JANET
“Exactly! You get me.”
Janet sits back getting more comfortable.
DR. SMITH
“Okay, now I’m going to ask more specific questions. You’re a librarian,
yes?”
Janet nods.
DR. SMITH
“How is your relationship with your colleagues?”
JANET
“Honestly? I could die and only three would notice. Not because they care
though.”
DR. SMITH
“I take it they don’t celebrate your achievements either.”
JANET
“They did when I first started working there but over time I just kind of
blended in...Not in the good way.”
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JANET
“Yes. Every time I got an opportunity to go home, I hang out with them,
but the vibe isn’t the same. They have inside jokes I don’t understand and
moments in their lives I wasn’t part of and as time went by I... it got harder
to bring it up, so I didn’t.”
DR. SMITH
“What were you afraid of?”
JANET
“I didn’t want to make things worse than it already was.”
DR. SMITH
“How often do you hang out?”
JANET
“They ask me out pretty often but I’m not a party person, and I’d hate to
kill their vibe. My mom says if I keep it up, I’m gonna die alone.”
DR. SMITH
“Oh my god, I can’t stand when my mother barges into my personal
affairs. Like yes, he’s cute but that doesn’t change the fact that I gotta see
him every day. Will it kill you to mind your business old lady?
Angelica quickly realizes what she said and scrambles to apologize. Janet
finds it difficult to hold in her laughter.
DR. SMITH
“Oh, my goodness I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to- this is your time-. I-”
JANET
“It’s okay. I like it when you talk. It doesn’t feel like therapy. Just two girls
talking.”
Angelica nods writing herself a note: Strangely relatable. Keep your
thoughts to yourself!
DR. SMITH
“Right.”
Before getting a chance to ask more questions the receptionist knocks
on the door. Angelica sighs to herself as she closes her notebook. She
motions the receptionist to come in.
DR. SMITH
“Same time next week?”
JANET
“Yep!”
After filling in the same time as last time the receptionist gestures her out
of Angelica’s office.
DR. SMITH
“For the rest of the week, I want you to reach out to your friends and do
something you’d never do. Preferably legal but something out of your
comfort zone. Take a chance. Okay?”

JANET
“I will if you will.”

rest of your day.”
Mike leaves Angelica’s office.

DR. SMITH
“What?”
Before Angelica could say anything else the receptionist takes Janet out
of the room. Feeling the need to know, Angelica gets up, goes to the
door, and pokes her head out to see Janet about to turn the corner of the
hallway. She calls out to her.

DR. SMITH
“Yeah, you too...Mike.”
INT. DR. SMITH’S OFFICE – ONE WEEK LATER/JANET’S NEXT
APPOINTMENT.
After a successful lunch date with Dr. Warren, Angelica made sure to start
calling him Mike more often when they’re alone. In a more comfortable
setting, Mike is a laid-back kind of guy. The last time she witnessed this
side of him was at her work retreat last year, but she thought it was for
show. The two managed to have a good time in each other’s company
and it showed.
Today, Angelica is ready for her session with Janet. She knows now that
Janet has a somewhat relatable life. So, if anything comes up, she will
simply listen not talk. Even though Janet is okay with her talking out,
Angelica is not. It’s not like they were friends. Right?
The receptionist brings in Janet. At this point, she knows the drill getting
comfortable on the mini couch as Angelica moves her chair. Angelica
clears her throat.

DR. SMITH
“What does that mean?”
Janet turns around. A big smile on her face.
JANET
“Practice what you preach. Go on that date sis!”
Janet waves goodbye as she leaves. The other doctors and patients in the
hallway look at Angelica. She quickly returns to her office.
She sits back down at her desk reopening her notebook to She writes:
Janet shows signs of superwoman complex but is strangely relatable.
Why?
Angelica’s colleague Dr. Warren comes in unannounced. Startled, she
closes her notebook quickly causing her pen to fly across the room. Dr.
Warren bends to pick it up apologetically.
DR. WARREN
“Sorry I know I should've knocked. Here’s your pen.”
Standing up Angelica reaches her hand out for the pen. She grabs it but
for a moment; Dr. Warren doesn’t let the pen go. Once she takes it back,
she sets it down gently on her desk.
DR. SMITH
“Anyway, what brings you here Dr. Warren?”

JANET
“Hi, how are you?”
DR. SMITH
“I’m alright. How about you? Did you contact your friends?”
JANET
“Depends.”
DR. SMITH
“On what exactly?”

DR. WARREN
“I told you to call me Mike when were alone. Remember?”

JANET
“Did you go on that date?”
Angelica takes a deep breath.

DR. SMITH
“Sorry I just figured it didn’t count when we were at work.”

DR. SMITH
“I asked you first.”

DR. WARREN
“It’s okay. I just wanted to know if you were alright. One of the doctors told
me they saw you yell at a patient?”
Rolling her eyes Angelica facepalms in front of Mike.

JANET
“Then no I guess.”
Janet crosses her arms like a toddler in time out. Angelica rolls her eyes.
This is not like Janet. She clicks her pen writing down Janet’s sudden
change in behavior.

DR. SMITH
“I did NOT yell at her. I asked her a question. Jesus, I can’t catch a break
around here.”
Angelica sorts through her things to make her desk area look less busy.
Mike stands there awkwardly.
“Well, if you ever get that break, I’d be happy to treat. If that’s okay with
you.”
Angelica looks back at her calendar. Suddenly what Janet said earlier
came to mind. It was time to practice what she preached. She looks back
at him with a smile on her face.
DR. SMITH
“I’d like that a lot actually. Thanks for offering.”
Surprised, Mike stumbles over his words.
DR. WARREN
“O-Okay that’s great! I’ll send you the times when I’m free. Have a good

DR. SMITH
“You know I can’t tell you those kinds of things but for the sake of your
growth I had a good time, we’re okay, and that’s it.”
Janet uncrosses her arms. A smirk creeping on her face.
JANET
“So, you did go?”
DR. SMITH
“Yes, now let’s get to back to you-”
Janet cuts her off.
JANET
“Are you two going on another one anytime soon?”
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DR. SMITH
“I don’t know yet. Now have you or have you not contacted your friends?
JANET
“I already told you no. What else do you want from me?”
Angelica makes a disappointed face at Janet’s lack of progress. However,
she is more disappointed that she’d been tricked into spilling on her date
even if it was a little.
DR. SMITH
“Why not?”
JANET
“I don’t know...I tried calling them, but I just couldn’t press the dial button.
We’ve been friends for so long and they don’t even know I’m in therapy
right now. I didn’t want to drop all this on them.”
Angelica nods in an understanding way.
DR. SMITH
“Sometimes in life, we can get caught up in the what-ifs. The secret is to
take those what-ifs and realize that ninety percent of the time whatever
scenarios your brain comes up is not going to happen. Take that chance.
Sometimes it’s worth it.”
JANET
“Like your date?”
DR. SMITH
“Yes. Why are you so curious about my date?”
JANET
“Because I asked the receptionist how you’ve been since I left, and they
said you seemed happier.”
Once again Angelica is surprised. To know that the receptionist told her
that she seems happier is interesting. Since her date with Mike, she
smiles a little more, but she didn’t think it was enough to be noticed
by her colleagues. It’s nice to have the spotlight at work if only for an
embarrassing moment.
JANET
“So, are you?”
Angelica focuses on Janet again catching her off guard.
DR. SMITH
“Am I what?”
JANET
“Happy?”
Janet awaits her answer. Her eyes fill with desperation and hope that
Angelica just can’t give to her because she doesn’t know. Whenever
Angelica’s mom asks her that question it’s easy, but this time is different.
This time it feels like a gun is being pointed to her head. A gun full of
emotions like no other that can be easily embraced one day and send
someone into a rave the next. Angelica is too scared to find out, so she
remains silent. Janet nods her head.
JANET
“Sorry”
DR. SMITH
“It’s alright.”
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JANET
“I guess that date only gave you temporary happiness. Looks like we both
failed.”
DR. SMITH
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
JANET
“I’m just saying neither of us made progress.”
DR. SMITH
“But I’m not here to seek help. There was no progress to be made.”
JANET
“And yet you can’t answer a simple question.”
Angelica is at a loss of words. Janet keeps pushing her buttons. Buttons
she shouldn’t know the location of and yet here they are basically
presenting themselves.
DR. SMITH
“Look I don’t know what’s gotten into you but quite frankly I don’t like your
attitude. If you’d like to reschedule, we can do that.”
JANET
“Admit it.”
DR. SMITH
“Admit what?”
JANET
“You can’t help me. Hell, you can’t even help yourself. How could you?”
Angelica puts her notebook on her desk. She is upset but she must
maintain her professionalism.
DR. SMITH
“What is your problem?”
JANET
“You’re pretending to be happy!”
DR. SMITH
“And your little miss perfect. You walked into MY office. What else do you
want from me?!”
Janet stands up purse in hand almost like she is threatening to leave.
JANET
“I want to become the happy Black woman!”
DR. SMITH
“Well guess what? There’s no such thing.”
JANET
“What?”
DR. SMITH
“There is no such thing as the happy Black woman. She’s not real. Just
another media ploy used to get people like you to buy things. Nothing
more. Nothing else. She’s fake.”
While Angelica’s anger takes a turn, Janet sinks into denial that her goal is
a fake reality.
JANET
“You’re wrong.”

DR. SMITH
“Oh really? What does a happy Black woman look like then?”
Janet takes some time to think. She sits back down still clutching her
purse. She looks Angelica in the eyes.
JANET
“The happy Black woman has many appearances. She’s versatile like that.
She’s kind, understanding, and quick to give advice. She walks confidently
everywhere she goes. She easily balances her life and work. She doesn’t
rely on others to bring her happiness. Most importantly she is everything
you’re not.”
Angelica doesn’t realize it, but tears are streaming down her face. She
never felt this kind of pain before. The bullet has struck her in a place
where it’ll never leave. Janet gets up to leave early. Angelica tries to wipe
her tears away.
DR. SMITH
“Wait!”
She gets up and grabs Janet’s arm. Janet looks at Angelica.
JANET
“You know...At least you were different. You weren’t only a bad doctor. You
were a bad friend.”
Janet pulls her arm out of Angelica’s hands. Leaving the hallway without
an assistant or the receptionist.
DR. SMITH
“I-I’m sorry.”
The next Monday afternoon Janet doesn’t come, but for the next six
weeks, Angelica keeps the time slot open in case she decides to show
up out of the blue. Angelica wishes for that day, but it never comes and
despite her feelings, she’s forced to come to terms with it.

The waiter points to the table at the far right of the café. Angelica follows
the waiter's fingers to see a dark-skin woman with a sun hat on. She gets
up and walks towards Angelica. Angelica can’t believe her eyes. Even
though it’s been years since the last time they spoke, Angelica knows
who the woman must be. She sits down lifting her hat. It is exactly who
Angelica knew it to be: Janet Fox. She smiles.
ANGELICA
“Hello, Janet”
JANET
“Hello, Dr. Smith”
ANGELICA
“You’ve changed since the last time you left my office.”
Janet sizes Angelica up head to toe. She notices the ring on Angelica’s left
finger and slowly nods her head.
JANET
“From the looks of it, so have you.”
ANGELICA
“I guess you could say I’m just a happy Black woman.”
The two women smile at each other. Janet raises her drink for a toast.
JANET
“I agree.”
FADE OUT
THE END

FLASHBACK: INT. DR. SMITH’S APARTMENT – THE DAY JANET LEFT.
That night, Angelica went back to her apartment feeling the lowest she’s
ever been. She took her work notebook out of her purse and turned it to
the page where she started writing on Janet. She re-read her goal over
and over: The happy Black woman. What does that even mean? A drop of
water falls onto the page. The tears are back.
She looked at the page one more time and then she ripped it up. She
ripped out every page until her notebook ran out of paper. Whatever
reminded her of work, she tore down or threw away. In the end, she slept
in a fetal position in her bed, a bottle of wine in her hand while her face
was stained with her tears.
3 YEARS LATER: EXT. SWEETS CAFE – DAYTIME.
It has been three years and a lot has changed since that day. Angelica
decided to take her own advice for once and apply it to herself the best
she could. She forced herself to get out and call Mike when she was ready
to date again. Today, they're engaged, work isn’t her only hobby, and
when she walks her head is up high regardless of who’s watching. Seeing
anything from her Facebook memories makes her cringe.
A waiter puts down a cup full of tea with four cubes of sugar that Angelica
ordered. Along with it came a slice of strawberry shortcake. She looks up
at the waiter.
ANGELICA
“I’m sorry, but I didn’t order this.”
WAITER
“I know ma’am. It’s from the table at the far right. She said you deserved
it. Enjoy.”

Above: by Samantha Koffler
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Unfiltered
Unflitered and emoty like a box that could resemble a cage

Perception of this box is seen with but only the eye of the beholder

Above: by Rory Ronzano
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Although I see a box, some see four lines on a page

Is perception reality, or is this just a box that the more youlook at gets colder

by Colby Abbott

Above: by Carolina Mishaan
Bottom: by Paige Platt
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8:50
by Ariel Paul
Sunset and I'm here, back to self
To my old self
Without those old ways
Bent and very narrow
Crispy sun kiss clouds
Enlighten me once again
They comfort my lack of vision
And cloud my mind
Heaven missed self
I wonder how far I've roamed?
Waves lengths?
Or just close to the ocean?
Here I am back to self?
But here I am?
In a new reality
Calming and free
Without the responsibility
Carefree and wonderful is self
That's me
The girl
But she's more woman now
Casual
But dressed up
Like the sun is coming out
And this is her last day here
I'm
Thankful for the darkest days
Thankful for the darkest clouds
Thankful I have won my races
Thankful that I made it out
I didn't know
If life wanted to make it
But I know I'm
Thankful to the sunset
And self that I did

Above right: by Lily Sullivan
Right: by Claudia Watson
Opposite: by Jenna Russo
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Top: by Christopher Hightower
Bottom: by Mahek Bhagchandani
Opposite: by Sindee Kerker
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It’s Beating

Under the influence

by Anna Hegarty

by Leyla Diaz

It’s beating
I’m listening
A tiny drum in your chest
Daisies, lilies, snapping dragons
Swoosh, through my blood stream
I’m covered in you
I wish I could grow a garden in a week
Plant each seed
For every little thing you tell me
If you could give me song
Keep it in your hand
Sing to me the words you love
To hear when you are sad
I wish I had an alarm clock
Goes off every time
You think of me

Under the influence, I’m in awe
at all the colors I see when I’m not myself.
I get to escape my mind
while exploring the beauties in life.
Everything is cloudy,
but I don’t want to see clearly.
I’m in awe.
I’m in awe
at the way the sun sits so softly on my skin,
making me glisten in the light
with the breeze giving me a cool lift.
I’m in awe.
I’m in awe
at the different meanings of life.
Colors are brighter, and my curiosity expands.
The color blue doesn’t make me feel sad, but warm and cozy.
It’s not so easy to make me irrational.
Instead, my mind is peaceful
I’m in awe.

Light Of Moon
by Hailey Nuber
The moon chases the Earth,
Forevermore moving closer and further,
Close enough to appreciate and to miss when gone,
But if you are the Earth, You look at her like the Sun,
I bring you light,
But she brings you more,
She brings your life, And for you I will Mourn

Opposite
Top left: by Claudia Watson
Top right: by Genesis Morlabaez
Left: by Tyler-James Baratte

Boating
by Baird Atwood
Boating is the wind in your hair, the sea mist splashing in the
boat, the waves crashing along the hull of the boat. There is no
better feeling of being out in the open not having a single thing
to worry about and leaving all of your problems at the dock.
The feeling of an escape and freedom from boring everyday
life. The feeling that you get when you throw back the throttle
and get moving on plane is such a rush of adrenaline through
the body. Eventually, at the sand bar the water is glass calm
and the other boaters are out for the party, anchoring up
side by side as if they were to form a massive ship. The party
is going crazy, and shortly before you know it everyone is
beached on the sandbar and the tide has taken away water.
As time passes by, the tide has come back, and the boats are
starting to float again. The next thing you know you are slowly
cruising back to your home under the starlight with the moon
acting as a massive overhead light providing a safe passage
back to land.
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Smile Forever

Two Haikus

Space

by Ava Margolis

by Mehdi Shah

by Maxwel Holloway

I fell in love with your smile.
It is my favorite thing.
Your smile is beautiful,
always on your face.
It never wears off.
Your deep dimple shows happiness.
Your eyes get small
because your smile takes over your face.
It tells so much about you,
a beautiful soul.
Never let your smile fade.

A dog prances near
a field that gives us new hope
for infinite rest.

As a gaze is cast out into to the starry abyss,
one takes in the grandiose magnificence,
a sight so similar to sights seen before,
yet the starry sight still begs for more.

Above: by Paige Platt

40

Tranquil tweets echo
with the most beautiful voice;
boundless colors soar.

Top left: by Erica Greenberg
Top right: by Claudia Watson
Bottom: by Erica Greenberg
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Above left: by Rachel Minihan
Above right: by Rachel Minihan
Above bottom: by Rachel Minihan

42
14

Above top: by Mahek Bhagchandani
Above bottom: by Geraldine Villarreal
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Isabel
Illus
Isabelle Lehr

Top left: by Aurora Zohovetz
Top right: by Aurora Zohovetz
Bottom left: by Aurora Zohovetz
Bottom right: by Joshua Middleton

Opposite
Top: by Erica Greenberg
Bottom: by Isabelle Lehr

45

The Life of a Seed
by Daniela Aparicio
Scene
There is a little girl in her father’s arms. He is telling a story
so she falls asleep. However, this time the little girl asked for
something different... a story she hasn’t heard before. The
father decides to tell her the story of a seed.
Father:
It all starts with a tiny seed. Every seed looks different and
had a different purpose in life. The thing about seeds... is that
they have their soulmate buried deep on the ground and soil,
which is why seeds need water so that their roots can grow
and they can finally meet with their soulmate and create a
plant to show their love, and as every love is different, each
plant looks different.
Little girl:
Plants are just like humans dad!
Father:
Yes exactly, well this seed... was tinier than usual and when
the time came to plant all the new seeds, this one was so tiny
that the people in charge didn’t find the seed fit to be buried
as it wouldn’t survive the path.
Little girl:
NOOOOO! BUT IF THE SEED ISN’T BURIED... IT WON’T
MEET THEIR SOULMATE
Father:
I know my love. However, this little girl was enjoying her walk
when all of a sudden she sees this seed a little hurt because
it had been thrown away. The little girl decides to plant it
herself, in her own house; she runs back home and
asks her mom for help. The seed was so thankful, for
she had lost all hope. The little girl plants the seed and within
months this beautiful
multicolor plant grew; after years the plant was the tallest in
the garden.
Little girl:
They thought it was weak, and it was the strongest”
Father:
That’s it my girl; you got the message. Good night and don’t
let the bedbugs bite.
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Above: by Sindee Kerker
Opposite: by Rachel Minihan
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Uncle, Do You Know…
by Uche Ogbonna
It’s been years and even as I sit here,
I doubt myself.
The memories haunt me, and I drown.
My tears, I’ll let them flow freely.
I can’t understand why I never spoke,
Why I always ran,
Why I freeze instead.
My mind tells me I’m stupid,
A fool for suddenly remembering how I ran,
how I hid behind the closet,
Daring not to breathe,
Waiting for you to leave.
Memories of you taunt me during the day,
They torment me at night while I sleep.
Why’d you hold my shoulders that way?
And with your thumbnail,
rub the palms of my hand like that?
I was only a child.
How could I have known?
Uncle, how can I let my guard down?
The walls that enclose me are so high,
I’m crouched together inside.
I embrace myself,
Only I can keep myself safe.

All I can do is shrink into my shell,
I’m detached but still alert.
Uncle, I’ve never walked out the same,
Left with only me to blame.
I sit alone with the remains you invaded,
Doing my best to hold my hand, though afraid.
I’ve turned further inwards,
making it harder to undo,
Made to think I’m the fool.
When it comes to love and touch,
I simply observe from afar.
My default response will always be tense.
Rightfully so,
Your shadow is still present.
Signs of interest,
awaken the memory of you.
I saw you in the guy I met,
Again, your shadow, it still wins.
I sensed you in the way he held my waist
Do you know that night I wept?
You still hadn’t left...
Uncle, till now none of this makes sense...

For years, I’ve recited it was my mistake,
But I was only 12 when you gave me that handshake.
Your eyes, how much I despised them.
I see them in some, sometimes.
Only I know that look, your filthy grip.
How tragic,
There are many more like you.
Uncle do you know you progressed,
Resumed life, as my world crumbled?
This shame has protected you,
It has harmed me.
Who’d believe these wounds are by your hands?
You looked me in the eye, and for fear,
I led you to my room.
I kept my distance, still, you followed me.
While I panicked,
your search for me was restless.
Your cologne, who’d have known,
made me shake.
I thought you were a distant memory
Yet here you are. Now I see,
you were always there.
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Above: by Anita Boonkure
Opposite
Top: by Erica Greenberg
Bottom left: by Sam Frost
Bottom right: Sofia Manner
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A Heart Built From Brick
by Laura Cozine
I smell the sweetest bread from the bakery next door
Always so fresh, and made by hand
Then boom, in an instant I smell it
The smell of bodies burning
The ashes of children floating above
The men scrambling, shoveling them one by one
I keep my head down
I keep my heart closed off
No time for them to win
I need to breathe
I need to see
I need to live
Keep hiding hide in plain sight
Like the center of bread, airy and free
My family, oh how I miss them but here I be
Strong, be strong for my baby brother
He is my strength
His eyes are my armor
Then I see them
My mamma and papa back in there arms
I’m not out of the woods yet, and still I fear that I fall
A simple string for 2 years as I’m growing old
My childhood ripped so quickly behind mirrored balls
So thankful for the strange man
Who helped me that gloomy day
He brought me to my freedom so I could live another day

Excerpt From: Sindee Kerker. “2021 GenZ Story Expression
Projects: Allan Hall.” Apple Books.

Yes, That’s Me
by Emanuel Padilla de Jesus
Yes, that’s me.
Look at my sight and you will see,
my hair black as the night,
my eyes bright as the moon,
my arms strong to hold you,
my hands proof of hard work,
my heart full of your love.
I’m here to be by your side and make you smile.
You will always be part of my life.
Part of me only wants to bring you happiness.
It’s all clear as can be.
That’s positively, absolutely me.

Right: by Sindee Kerker
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The Date:
That’s Not What I Meant
by Louis Eisenberg
Cast of Characters
Sally Anderson: A woman in her early 20s.
Jeff Reynolds: A man in his early 20s.
ACT I
Scene I
SETTING: We are at Birch Aquarium in La Jolla,
California. It’s a warm and hot summer day. There’s two main
characters. Sally and Jeff go out on their first date. Sally absolutely
loves aquariums and seeing the beautiful marine animals.
Sally:
Thank you so much for taking me here, Jeff. I’ve always wanted to go
to Birch Aquarium. I just love being surrounded by all the magnificent
marine animals.
Jeff:
Of Course, Sally, I used to volunteer here when I was younger. Because
I used to volunteer here, I know a lot of the ins and outs, so I could
show you the behind-the-scenes spots.
Sally:
Oh, I didn’t think it was going to be that kind of a date.
Jeff:
No. No. No, I meant that I could show you the cool spots that not
everyone who walks through the doors gets to see. Would you be
interested in seeing the baby seahorses?
Sally:
Um, yes! I would like that very much. Seahorses are just very cute and
adorable to watch.
Sally and Jeff start walking over to the baby seahorse enclosure
Jeff:
Fun fact about seahorses, the male is actually the one who carries the
babies instead of the female. Not many people realize that, as they
believe that the female seahorse carries them.
Sally:
Well, when I have babies, I want the male to carry the children.

Jeff:
Did you know that Penguins are extremely affectionate animals, and
actually mate for life? I can't wait to find my special mate.
Sally:
Mate for life?? This is only our first date!
Jeff:
No. No. No, I meant after I get to know somebody on a personal level;
then, I want to consider spending the rest of my life with them.
Sally:
I understand completely; it’s important to get to know somebody before
making that important life decision.
Jeff:
Speaking of getting to know somebody, would you like to go on another
date, next week with me?
Sally:
I would love that very much! I can’t wait.
(BLACKOUT)
(END OF PLAY)

Woman
by Ariel Paul
Lessen your grip and grieve
Hand yourself the Trophy
And congratulate yourself
Commence to love you again
For the failures that were once good to you
Lessen your grip and grieve
There light in the darkness that has taken over you
Set those tears free to wash away dry lies
To wash away the pain that refused move
Give it a nudge and remember who you are
The price was paid before you grieved
Know yourself again after the storm
Woman grieve while you deserve more
Woman grieve to unlock more of you

Jeff looks at Sally with a look of confusion
Jeff:
You’re already talking about having children? We’re only 22.
Sally:
No. No. No, I meant that when I'm ready to have a family. Not now!
The two of them wander over to the penguin exhibit
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Holding my heart
by Ariel Paul
Like our dear friend gravity clenches life down to Earth
If we die tomorrow
There is a possibility that your love can die for me in the same way
If you look closely
You see death doesn’t scare me
Failing to take the risk
Floods fear into my soul
It has me running to do whatever my heart says
Even with my mind says no
But...
When taking risk
My eyes flutter
And my soul thrives
Even with those voices screaming death on the horizon
But each and everyday
I'm running to meet you
To make ends meet
Cause there is another side we need to see
It can't be avoided
What we need is each other
And the being we sit underneath
Fear has come a long way
But I know we have a lot more ground to cover
Will we commit? Will we pass the test?
All I’m asking is for you to do the best
Follow with your feet in the sand
Doing all you can
Loving me to death
Hoping you remember my place
And the face that is kept
Don’t let anyone else take this away
Don't let love pretend
While I journey to the coast
And float in the middle of the ocean
Say you love me and move with me
So you may see too

Mamita

One name
One word
But more than one affect
by Laura Cozine
I felt your touch today in a dream. It felt so real; it brought
back happy memories, but sad feelings. I would never
think I’m over the hurt, but I didn’t think it’d still affect me
so much when it was nine years ago. I feel you watching
over me, protecting me, the way a guardian angel would.
That’s what you are; you’re my angel. Can’t do any wrong
in my eyes. Ever since I was a baby I felt you watching over
me making sure I did no wrongs,
making sure I didn’t get into any trouble, making sure I
never walked out the house all those times you caught me
sleep walking. You passed on May 14, 2012, and I still feel
your presence. I felt your touch; I felt your warm loving hug
and suddenly I couldn’t breathe anymore, felt you holding
my hand and finally felt whole. I had my other side. I had
the woman that kissed me on the forehead before I went to
bed. I had the woman that made sure I prayed every night
to make sure I was grateful for all I had in life. I had...I had,
I had the woman that would fight with my mom if she hit
me for
my wrongdoing. I had the woman who made sure I felt
loved. Your last words to me were you love me and you
want me to succeed. I make sure I live up to be the woman
you worked so hard for me to be. I wish “I had” could be
changed to “I have”, but you were taken from me way too
soon. I still feel your touch in my dreams. I feel the kisses
on my forehead that you
used to give me. I feel the hugs you used to make sure I
had every day. I feel everything that faded away the day
you left. I still feel your love. I feel...I had...I wish...are words
that start all my sentences. But, you are my guardian angel,
and I do love you, and you live through me.

Things that Will Stop
by Paula Hyman
I can no longer see a movie at the little theater in Delray without nudging you to stay awake.
I cannot eat dinner at The Bistro in Kings Point without enjoying a meal with you there.
I will not be able to watch a Philharmonic concert without hearing you hum along to the music.
I am not about to go back to these places because you will not be there with me.
One day, I may return to these hallowed locations, like so many others that I visited with you in the past.
Today, I must bypass them.
They will never be the same without your input, with your impression.
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Above: by Kelly Webb
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Wooden Limbs
by Carlene Collingwood
Her beautiful hair danced in the wind.
Laughing from the hollow of her belly.
How one day I wish to be her,
not a fret or sorrow in the world,
so tall her fingertips can almost touch to sky.
When the moon falls, she becomes dark,
Mysterious, enchanting, a wonderment.
Worshiping her daily to one day become.
How I love her so.
How I loved her so.
It all came crashing down.
The brunt force snapped her from me,
gone in an instant.
There will never be one like her,
how her hair danced in the wind,
how she bellowed,
how she...
she’s gone.
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Below: by Kelly Webb
Opposite
Top: by Alana Barrett
Bottom: by Nathanael Brown
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Torn Between Two Lovers

The Ward

by Flo Zuccollilo

by Carlene Collingwood

Quiet night at Hillstone University. Around 4 AM in the morning there is a
loud knock in dorm 205

Scene: Nursing home in Southern Alabama, a clean place that smells of
peroxide and white walls all around.

Oliver: Sarah open the door. Please, I won’t take long I swear.

Front Desk Nurse: Good morning Lucy!

Sarah, who was still awake doing homework, walks towards the door and
opens it.

Lucy: Morning!
(Lucy quickly walks by adjusting her name tag on her nursing outfit)

Sarah: What do you want Oliver? You shouldn’t be here.

A distant scream in the background, Lucy walks closer to it.

Oliver: I know, I know. You have a boyfriend and won’t give me a chance
because you love him, but I am leaving to my home-country in 5 hours
and needed to see your face or I wouldn’t go in peace.

Virginia: Let go of me! (Shouting)

Sarah: Oh, Oli, you make things so complicated for me. I thought we were
past these emotions. I can’t stand being around for long; it stirs up my
heart. Yet, I guess we won’t be seeing each other for eight months since
you are going to New York for a whole semester
r.
Oliver: You know how basketball is my life, and I’ve been offered such a
great opportunity there. But, not seeing you for so long will drive me crazy.

Virginia: These god damned men won’t let me sleep. (She glares at the
night shift nurses who are helping her off the toilet.)

Lucy: Well Good morning Virginia, what’s going on?

Lucy: I see. Don’t they know you can go to the loo all by yourself.
Virginia: (picking up on Lucy’s sarcasm) I’m going to come for you next!
Lucy: Ginny, come on now. You know I’m your bestie!

Oliver pushes the door completely open and allows his way in. The door
closes with a loud bang behind, and there is a passionate and desperate
silence.
Sarah: You know your dreams are more important than any girl. Especially
one that cannot be with you and won’t change her mind. I wish things
were different.
Oliver: Just being near you like this, so close, is enough. Even if you are
not mine I don’t mind being the secret, the lover, the other guy. I just want
to hold you tonight.

Virginia: I know, I’m just waiting to bust out of this place and drink
margaritas in Spain.
Lucy: Okay Gin, when you do that, invite me, okay? I’m going to make my
rounds, then I’ll come see you later.
Lucy hurries over to the locker room to put away her lunch. She’s
approached by the doctor on call.
Dr. Davis: You’re Lucy, right?
Lucy: I am.

Oliver cups Sarah face and closes in, their foreheads touching, and the
only sound their heartbeats.
Oliver: Just let me give you a kiss, and I’ll leave. It’ll be only us who know
about it. I will not leave without you admitting you feel the same way as
me. I won’t get over you, I promise I will come back and fight for you like I
am doing since the day I met you.
Sarah tears up and pushes him away softly.
Sarah: I can’t do this. I just can’t.... Please you have to go and focus on
your future. Maybe in another life we could’ve been together, but don’t
waste your time anymore. Whatever this is, it is over.
Oliver: Sarah don’t say that! You don’t mean it.
Sarah: I do; now leave before I fall apart.
Sarah opens the door. Oliver tries to meet her eyes but fails.
Oliver: Goodbye darling, see you in another life.
Oliver leaves; the night goes quiet again.
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Dr. Davis: I know you are keen on Ms. Virginia, and I didn’t want this to
come as a surprise. But, we’re moving her to hospice. It seems her cancer
is deteriorating her by day, and we don’t expect her to live another week.
Lucy: (saddened but not shocked) I see...
Later that day Virginia is moved to hospice. Her son rides along with her.
Lucy: (thinking aloud at work) I hope she’s okay. She’s really quite the
spunky one, and I’ve worked with her for years. I’ll visit her tonight after
my shift.
Lucy goes about the day waiting to visit Virginia.
As Lucy is leaving, nurses and assistants gather round the television. The
news is on, and it’s reporting how a patient at the hospice center hijacked
and stole an employee’s car.
Lucy: No freaking way...
The news reports a photograph of Virginia as she speeds away in the car.
Lucy had continued on with her job, and the hijacked car was found at
the airport. Nothing ever came of Virginia until a few months later. Lucy
received an envelope titled From Ginny. Shocked Lucy opened it

Lucy: (opens card to see a photograph of Virginia sitting on the beach
drinking a cocktail) Wow!
Scene pans over to a beach. Virginia is surrounded by men and
cocktails.

Do go gentle into that good night
by Elaine Deering
[A parody of Dylan Thomas’s poem of the same name.]

Virginia: if this isn’t the best place to live, I’m not sure what is.
Virginia takes a sip of her cocktail and closes her eyes as her breath slowly
stops.

Dear, go gentle into that good night,
Old age and young should retire at close of day,
Pray, pray amidst the dying of the light.

End scene.

Though wise women at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had made their wishes known,
Just go gentle into that good night.

Memory from a Song
by Jeff Morgan
I had heard it a thousand times.
Had seen the band perform it live,
but, never before fell the thoughts that had fallen today.
Jeremiah was a bullfrog.
I see an image,
spring in Ohio,
sixth-graders walking the short walk home from school,
smiling, laughing, singing
Jeremiah was a bullfrog.
Everything was so close.
There was no under plot.
I have always had that image,
but, never before fell the thoughts that had fallen today.
That image likely paints one of my last untainted joys,
for in the weeks to come my father would lose weight.
By June, he had agreed to go to the doctor.
By October, he was dead on a bitterly cold night.
Jeremiah was still a bullfrog,
but, never again like he was.
Nothing was like it was.

Good women, who leave behind words of their plight,
Not knowing if this is to be their last day,
Pray, pray amidst the dying of the light.
Long suffering women who live secretly in fright,
Pray for the end to take away their pain,
Sigh and go gentle into that good night.
Brave women, near death, who see the end is in sight,
Close their eyes in surrender to the day,
Sigh and go gentle into that good night.
And you, my friend, there on the sad height,
Spare your friends of the grave news,
Till all has passed and you are at peace,
Having gone gentle into that good night.

Though my voice was now shaded with a
baritone of lamentation, we sang other songs,
smiled and laughed all the way home, only there was something
missing deep down my throat that gave me an all too early aftertaste
that flavored all too many of my thoughts after
Joy to the World fell off the charts.

Right: by Geraldine Villarreal
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Below: by Andy Hirst
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Photos by Evan Musgrave
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Below: by Angeline Carlin
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Top: by Christian Vielot
Bottom: by Baily Altabet
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Seconds

The World has Been on Fire

by Steven Jensen

By Susannah Gernert

Life may feel forever,
It tends to drag and slow.

The world has been on fire.
I’m not a liar,
but it’s been going on for far too long,
and no one important seems to care.
Ignorance is one thing,
but if it costs innocent lives,
then it’s gone too far.

There are times we feel invincible,
And times we just don’t know.
How the seconds went by,
In between each shot.
Is now my time to go?
No, thank God, it’s not.
I was pulled away from harm,
Before the final click.
Who was it that saved me?
I know nothing of it.
There was a sliver of light,
That shined each and every day.
It hid our pain in plain sight,
Until that was taken away.
Now I move to and from,
Carrying those I love.
No one can know me,
For I know no one.
My life felt so slow,
Until all time was lost.
The only way to live now,
Is to count each second cost.

Opposite: by Genesis Morlabaez
Right: by Alexandra Acosta
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Alexandra Acosta
Digital Art & Design

Crashing
By Paula Hyman
Words fail me and fill me.
Anger spills over me like hot, molten lead
Weighing me down, making me feel immobile.
Complacency reigns supreme.
All we do to make it better, does not make it
better, no matter the effort.
The storm lurks around every corner,
Suddenly crashing down with its tumultuous
thunder strike.
We are not in control of ourselves.
Control is an elusive concept, which causes us to
endlessly search for it,
With it constantly out of our reach.
We must hold on, or else the world around us will
take the wheel
And send us on an uncontrollable spinout.
The break is our dearest companion.
Always hoping this sometimes horrendous,
sometimes lovely wild ride
Will last long and finally end with little dramatic
epilogue.

I Observe Everyone in
the Valley
By Anna Hegarty
I observe everyone in the valley
But when I speak, I feel there’s something inside me
too weak
If people fall for your vulnerabilities
Then why do they
take your soul and give it back
all battered and whacked

Top right: by Rachel Minihan
Bottom right: by Rachel Minihan
Opposite
Top: by Rachel Minihan
Middle: by Nathanael Brown
Bottom: by Alexandra Acosta
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When Eighth Graders Mix with
Third Graders
by Jeff Morgan
Three hunched teenagers, smoking and loping
down the green bordered sidewalk in their green
army jackets and jeans,
and me, across the street
probably with baseball cards in my hand
in my pocket,
and one kicks a can he has just thrown down,
and they pass the can at the same time that
I pass the can,
and the man opens his front door, ordering
them to pick up the can,
and I turn my head to see his face
one of the three in exaggerated clown-like lope,
loping back to the can and picking it up,
and I almost fell
with a foot half off the sidewalk into the grass.
And when I look up, there’s his face,
sweaty, unclean, with lots of zits,
and his friend comes up to him,
and my friend comes up to me,
and the book is open to bare chested African women,
and he asks us if we want drugs,
and with our mouths agape, we shake our heads no,
and Fred closes the book,
and the teenagers slink out of the library,
and we just stare at one another.

The Society
By Denise Wani
This is sadly our society,
where we judge each other like no other.
You’re welcomed to be yourself,
but no, oh wait,
only if you do it in the correct way.
Feel free to be obsessed with your body,
but little do you know we’ll tear you down.
We’ll judge you for your big “beautiful” smile
And question why you frown.
You should know we won’t hand you your crown.
We’ll continue to shred you to pieces and demand that you’re
worthless.
Does it make you nervous
that we will not let you make any sound?
You can sob with all the others
as you deeply sink to the ground.
You can fall madly in love with anyone,
but we can pick, and you can’t choose.
We’ll let you talk and express your opinion,
and we’ll make them into our views
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HeLo Dunker
by Joseph Black
I strap in.
I hold tight.
I feel water rising up my body.
It’s at my feet.
It’s at my chest.
It’s at my nose.
I can’t breathe,
fully under.
Now the worst part, the room flips.
The room is upside down.
I unstrap.
I fall down to the ceiling.
I float up to the floor.
Out an open window.
Out of air in my lungs.
I surface,
taking in air.
I survived.
Three more drownings to go ...

Top left: by Lily Sullivan
Bottom left: by Alana Barrett
Bottom right: by Tyler-James Baratte
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Top left: by Nathanael Brown
Top right: by Lucciano Cortes Diaz
Bottom left: by Lucciano Cortes Diaz
Bottom right: by Neil Hancart
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Chem-Ode to Love and Hate, to
Life and Death
by Mark Jackson with regards to W. Shakespeare
1
To be polar, or not to be polar, that is the question:
To love or hate a defenseless H-2-O! Dihydrogen oxide! Water the elixir
of life.
Whether 'tis nobler (as in a noble gas) to suffer
The slings and arrows of atomic urges,
Or to take arms against a sea of churges; make a repulsive bulwark and
thus vanquish its hydrophilic scourges.
“Like dissolves like,” they say! Whoever “they” is.
To remain alone in obscurity, forever silent conjoined atoms.
To sleep; molecular slumber is a chemically stable state of being
Amid the heartache of myriad quantum quakes a bond is heir to: 'tis a
consummation devoutly to be wish'd.
To lose electrons, to change or decompose;
To rest in the ultimate ground state, perchance to dream — ay, there's
the rub: For in that
sleep the hydrophobic and hydrophilic forces animate nightmares.
Friend or Foe? Only the valence electrons know for sure.
When can we sluff off this molecular shell? Never! Matter is indefatigable.
It gives one pause to envision the appeal of non-polarity — epitomized
by plastics
Those syntheons of derang’d industry — hydrophobic demons conjured
from Hades’ realm
In fact - using the same elements that form life: CHONPS
That makes calamity of so long a chemical half-life ... see the Pacific
gyre – with its swirling morass of degrading but
never decomposing antipolarity.
2
Eternal chemical life is in reality hell, not heaven; Oh to be so curs’d —
atoms with no hope of polar catalyzed rebirth into the natural cycles
sustaining Life.
By the way ...We may be the only carbon-based life in the Cosmos
For polystyrene and polypropylene to bear the ravages and scorns of
time, with the alphabet soup of HDPE, LDPE, PS, PP, PVC
.... and the nonbenign PET … and our fav — polyester.
Water — Th' polar oppressor, the Universal Solvent — so say the Gods
of alchemy, to no avail with the proud molecule’s hydrophobic insult,
The pangs of dispriz’d love, the law’s decree postpon’d.
Some reactions just take a really, really long time to finish.
The insolence of office, and the spurns that patient merit of th' unworthy
takes,
Alas – in time and with salty brine and boisterous tides and waves in the
suns bright UV glare, oxygen co-ops everything, polar molecule or not
...but who can wait eons for plastic pollution to finally succumb? When
the hydrophobic ideal might quietus make
With naked electrons water is a hydrogen-bonding polar bodkin? Who
would fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary endless reaction half-life, But that the
dread of something after molecular death,
The undiscovere'd country, from whose bourn No traveler returns,
puzzles the will,
Nature forever decycled by our lust for more stuff and bigger barns to
stow it,
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Each carbon-spewing Amazon’d package, hell-bent on draining our planet
of all life but our own.
MJackson.... with regards to W. Shakespeare
3
Chem-Ode to H-Two–O
Oh H two O, Oh H two O, what art thou H two O?
Deny thy gaseous father and mother and refuse both names.
Destined to become a polar liquid, not a vaporous product,
Neither an oxide nor a hydride, but a new breed — a bit of each in the OH
bond
‘Tis but your asymmetry of charge that is an enemy of all hydrophobes.
Nonpolar materials that reject and repel and hate H two O.
What is an oxide? It is usually an insoluble solid or simple molecule —
CO2, SO2, NO2 What is a hydride? Usually a strange compound with
metals, with hydrogen anions? Your parentage is nonpolar pure covalent
diatoms.
Water is of neither parent’s chemically limited world.
But a synthesis of polar and nonpolar, giving rise to polar covalency — the
bond of life.
What’s in a name?
Chemical nomenclature gives us dihydrogen monoxide or oxygen
dihydride.
Water is water — and the source of all life — by any name the same.
So, we stay with a simple label — water.
A name that belies a host of cosmic possibilities — CHONPS and the
biology of life,
And the natural cycles that make Earth vibrant amidst a lifeless cosmos of
blackness and death.

Opposite
Top: by Amelia Nation
Middle: by Jeanna Russo
Bottom: by Jonathan Newman

Deer Poem
by Mehdi Shah
O deer, so majestic as it pranced.
O deer, beautiful and laid bare.
O deer, with its child it danced.
O deer, you stood there.
O deer, there is nothing you fear.
O deer, I forgot to steer.

Describe the Climate
in Antarctica
by Mark Jackson
Frozen southern pole
Frigid desolate icebox
Eternal winter

The Shadow We
Follow
by Maxwel Holloway
There is a shadow we all follow;
it is of the person we long to be,
the person’s life we wish to borrow,
to have something to believe.

The Business of
Climate Change
by Mark Jackson
Key West B&B
Glug glug glug
Underwater living, anyone?
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House 2048

Sparky

by Ariana Jalil

by Kaylee Rouse

Young Isabella was known for her bewitching beauty across the land. Her
heavenly beauty pierced every man in Bilbao; they all wanted her hand in
marriage. However, Isabella was an only daughter and her parents never
deemed anyone acceptable enough for her. Every weekend, her parents
took Isabella to San Francisco Square to watch the bullfights. Isabella
enjoyed going to the
bull fights; it was an opportunity for Isabella to present herself as the
town’s most eligible bachelorette.
Isabella lived with her parents in House 2048 in one of Bilbao’s
wealthiest neighborhoods. The house was built in 1780; it was white with
red roof tile. During the day, you could hear Isabella’s pleasant voice and
sweet laughter. However, when night fell upon House 2048, everything
seemed to take a turn. Young Isabella was victim of horrible nightmares,
and her terrifying screams caused fear in all inhabitants of the house.
Isabella’s parents tried many remedies to relieve her suffering. Sadly,
nothing seemed to work.

Looking up from the defendant’s table with puppy dog eyes, Sparky
proceeded to tell his side of the story.

On a sunny Saturday morning, Isabella got ready to go out to the
bullfights. Poor Isabella was worn out from the night before because the
nightmares went on all night. Isabella put on a beautiful white corset dress
with white lace gloves and a matching white straw hat. Once Isabella was
ready, the family would leave to go to the bullfights.

“Yes, I did take a tiny little nibble of the couch. But it was justified!” The
courtroom briefly grew to chaos before the judge made a loud SMACK
with his gavel.
“Siiiileence!”
As the crowd settled, he urged the pup to continue his tale.
“You see....,” Sparky looked down his ears flopping with the gravity. “My
mother left just like any other day — and I sat there, waiting for her, just
like any other day. BUT — it wasn’t like any other day.”
The courtroom let out a small murmur, still focused on Sparky’s woeful
voice.
“After the clock rang twice, the sun was at the other side of the house,
and she still wasn’t back. I emptied my bowl that morning, and I was still
hungry. I didn’t know if Mom was ever coming back or if she was even
ok.”
The pup stood and faced the jury.
“I had no other option.”

San Francisco Square was filled with faces. The women wore colorful
dresses and carried parasols. The men wore black and grey suits. The sun
filled the square with light and warmth. The floor stone tiles absorbed the
heat, and the buildings around the square created little shade. Once the
family arrived, everyone stopped and looked at Isabella. The men looked
at her with longing desire and the
women with spite and jealousy. It was five ‘til twelve and everyone went
into the ring to find their seats.
At the start of the spectacle, a very large and robust black bull
entered the arena. The bull walked around, becoming familiar with his
surroundings. Then the bull stopped right in front of the young Isabella and
stared at her with eyes that looked like fire and a gaze that showed great
evil. Isabella was so frightened by the look and attitude of the bull that she
fainted and fell to the ground.
Isabella’s parents immediately lifted her and left carrying her in their
arms to their home, House 2048. They tried everything to cure Isabella’s
fright, but Isabella would not awaken.
Meanwhile, in San Francisco Square, the bull desperately looked for
the beautiful Isabella. The bullfighters tried distracting the bull with their
red capes, but the animal ignored them and seemed increasingly furious
because he couldn’t find the girl. The enraged bull ran and jumped the
protective fence heading towards House 2048. Once the bull arrived at
House 2048, he broke down the front door, scaring the servants. He went
up to Isabella’s room, where she was lying on her bed. When Isabella saw
him, she tried to run but had no strength. The bull stared into Isabella’s
eyes and with great violence, threw himself at her, cruelly burying his horns
in her delicate chest. Isabella’s eyes remained with the terrifying moment.
The bull seemed satisfied and simulated a grim smile of satisfaction.
No one saw the bull leave House 2048; he just disappeared without
anyone knowing where he went.
Isabella’s parents found her bathed in blood. Devastated, her parents
decided to leave Bilbao, and they mourned her until their death.

Left: by Ariella Beck

Opposite
Top left: by Genesis Morlabaez
Top right: by Erisz Germain
Bottom right: by Ariella Beck
Bottom left: Macayla Neufeld
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And They Lived Happily
Ever After
by Ashley Inoa Grullon
ACT I.
OSCAR AND JEANINE SIT IN THE BACKYARD OF THEIR HOUSE
OBSERVING THE TRANQUIL SUBURBS WHEN ALL OF THE SUDDEN
ERNEST, THE RICH NEIGHBOR, WALKS OUT OF HIS TWO-FLOOR
HOUSE AND SITS IN HIS BACKYARD ACROSS HIS MASSIVE POOL. HE
PULLS OUT A BOOK AND IS ACCOMPANIED BY HIS WHITE POODLE,
JOHNNY. HE OCASSIONALLY SIPS A GLASS OF CHAMPAGNE AND
WEARS DARK GUCCI SUNGLASSES.
JEANINE:
Here comes the devil and his minion.
OSCAR:
Jeanine, that makes no sense; just live and let live.
JEANINE:
But he's so dumb. He's as dumb as a doorknob.
OSCAR:
I mean, I just think he sits there like a bump on a log, but to each their
own.

OSCAR NODS AND SHAKES HIS HAND, SIGNALING HER TO
PROCEED.
JEANINE:
I heard from Amy that Ernest poisoned his second wife and got all
the money from her. Just like his daddy did with his stepmother. He
pretended to be head over heels, took her life, and snatched that
cash!
OSCAR:
Well, I’ll be damned; he’s as clever as a fox, that one!
JEANINE:
Not smart. It’s only a matter of time until he gets punished for his sins.
ERNEST WALKS OVER TO HIS FENCE, GETTING CLOSER TO
JEANINE AND OSCAR. HE PUSHES HIS GLASSES DOWN AS HE
LISTENS TO THE END OF THE CONVERSATION.
OSCAR:
C’mon, ignorance is bliss, Jeanine.
ERNEST:
You’re right, Oscar, ignorance really is bliss. But you know what?
What goes around comes around.
BOTH OSCAR AND JEANINE TURN AROUND, MORTIFIED.

JEANINE:
Yes, but read between the lines, Oscar!

JEANINE:
Ernest, I mean, Mr. Johnson. It’s not what you think.

OSCAR:
Alright! Alright! Don't get your knickers in a twist.

ERNEST:
Oh, it’s not? You should definitely not be judging, Jeanine. Every rose
has its thorns.
JEANINE:
			
Now what do you mean by that?

JEANINE:
I’m just saying all that glitters isn't gold.
OSCAR:
You say that, but while we’re sitting here struggling, he’s sipping on his
expensive champagne without a care in the world.
JEANINE SCOFFS AND ROLLS HER EYES AT OSCAR, THEN LOOKS AT
ERNEST WITH DISGUST.
JEANINE:
Good things come to those who wait, and that man did not wait for his
good. I’m just sayin’.
OSCAR:
Well, someone woke up on the wrong side of bed; now, what makes you
say that?
JEANINE:
The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, Oscar.
OSCAR:
Just cut to the chase!
JEANINE TURNS HER ATTENTION TO OSCAR AND LOWERS HER
VOICE.
JEANINE:
I’m about to open this can of worms, but don’t tell anyone, not even
Bobby!
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ERNEST:
I mean your husband has been sleeping with half of the town,
Jeanine. That’s why he’s as happy as a kid in a candy store.
JEANINE LOOKS AT OSCAR AND THEN BACK AT ERNEST. OSCAR
SAYS NOTHING, TOO SHOCKED TO SPEAK.
JEANINE:
What?! Cat got your tongue, Oscar?! Tell me it isn’t true!
ERNEST:
Don’t cry over spilled milk, Jeanine. After all, we all knew your
marriage wasn’t as perfect as y’all made it seem. Baby, all that glitters
isn’t gold.
JEANINE STANDS UP AND SLAPS OSCAR. WITH NOTHING TO
SAY, SHE STORMS BACK INTO THE HOUSE.
ERNEST:
Oh, but don’t worry, you’ll be okay. The grass is always greener on the
other side!
ERNEST YELLS AT JEANINE AND THEN MISCHEVIOUSLY SMILES
AT OSCAR. OSCAR SNAPS OUT OF HIS TRANCE AND RUNS INTO
THE HOUSE, CALLING FOR JEANINE. ERNEST PUTS HIS GLASSES
ON AND RETURNS TO HIS BACKYARD, SITS IN HIS LOUNGE
CHAIR, AND SIPS SOME CHAMPAGNE.

Below: by Sindee Kerker
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Holocaust Remembered

Below: by Dawn Dubruiel
Opposite by Lileth Vilelaa

2

Students from The Nuremberg Trials Class and other participating classes
created a GenZ story expression project in any art form after listening to
Holocaust survivors share their stories. The purpose of the project was
for students to express what they heard in order to reach others who may
not be familiar with the horrors of the Holocaust. Each project serves as a
tribute to the victims as a way to share their stories with the next generation.
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1. Valeria Bojanini
2. Ben Cohen
3. Cayla Scott
4. Erik Polin
5. Daniela Aparicio
6. Monika Goldbach Bridgers
7. Valeria Jalil Slavador
8. Beatrice Waterman
9. Julie Mendes Cruz
10. Mya Evans
11. Brianna Cirillo
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Artists and Authors
Alexandra Acosta, a senior studying Digital Art and Design. Her hobbies

at theaters around the United States and in Ireland. His collection of short

include gardening, drawing, and cooking. She will be studying for a Digital

plays entitled Grave Concerns is included in the library of the Drama League

Media Master’s degree at Lynn next spring.

of Ireland. Fleisher is co-author of a nonfiction book, Death of an American:

Baily Altabet is a student at Lynn University.

The Killing of John Singer. He is a member of South Florida Theatre League

Daniela Aparicio is a student at Lynn University.

and The Dramatists Guild, Inc.

Baird Atwood is a student at Lynn University.

R. Susan Foti tutors at Lynn University in the Comprehensive. She enjoys

Tyler-James Baratte Is a student at Lynn University.

academia and being with colleagues and helping students achieve their

Alana Barrett Is a student at Lynn University.

potential. Foti holds a master’s degree in educational psychology and is a

Ariella Beck Is a student at Lynn University.

licensed Marriage, Family and Child Therapist with a virtual private practice.

Mahek Bhagchandani Is a student at Lynn University.

Samantha Frost, a South Florida native ,has been creating art and

Joseph Black is a student at Lynn University.

photography since a young girl. Her passion shows through her work and

Caroline Blair is a student at Lynn University.

her keen eye makes for remarkable photos and art pieces. Samantha uses

Anita Boonkure is a student at Lynn University.

her talents to create unique and memorable works of art depicting her sense

Nathanael Brown Is a student at Lynn University.

of style and capturing her life.

Angeline Carlin is a student at Lynn University majoring in Graphic Design

Erisz Germain Is a student at Lynn University.

and has a hobby in digital illustration. She grew up in Broward county, Florida

Susannah Gernert is a student at Lynn University.

and finished her AA at Broward Community College and plans on graduating

Erica Greenberg is from St. Louis, Missouri as a transfer sophomore.

at Lynn with a bachelors in December 2022. Her goal is to have a career in

She took a photography class in high school and interned with a local

Graphic Design and to be able to sell their artwork independently.

photographer. She enjoys photography, because she has an eye for making

Willis Chery is a student at Lynn University.

pictures that are a vibrant reflection of the real world.

Carlene Collingwood is a student at Lynn University.

Ashley Inoa Grullon is a student at Lynn University.

Lucciano Cortes Diaz is originally from Colombia but moved here about

Stephan Gude Is a student at Lynn University.

8 years ago. Art has always been his passion, specifically animation. His

Crystal Ayn Hagberg Is a student at Lynn University.

pieces usually consist of bright colors and characters though he also delves

Neil Hancart Is a student at Lynn University.

into more comic-like illustrations. He was one of the students awarded in

Anna Hegarty is a freshman at Lynn with a major is political science.

Lynn's annual drawing scholarship competition, which is how he is able to

Christopher Hightower Is a student at Lynn University.

attend Lynn today. He is very grateful for this opportunity and will continue to

Andy Hirst is an employee at Lynn University.

work hard to learn as much as possible in the field of animation.

Ede Holiday Is a student at Lynn University.

Laura Cozine is a student at Lynn University.

Maxwel Holloway is a student at Lynn University.

Fernando Jose Cuevas is of Cuban/Nicaraguense descent. He is a

Paula Hyman has been working for the Institute for Achievement and

freelance visual effects artists based in Miami, Fl. He graduated from Lynn

Learning since 1998. She has two published books of poetry titled, Grasping

University with a bachelor's in fine arts with a concentration in Computer

Towards my History and In the Middle, From Within. She is an avid traveler

Animation and is currently studying for a master's in fine arts with a

and enjoys discovering new and exciting restaurants wherever she travels.

concentration in Visual Effects.

Mark Jackson is an Associate Professor in the College of Arts & Sciences

Danielle Jolie Dale-Hancock is a visiting artist at Lynn University.

at Lynn University.  He teaches classes in the Dialogues of Learning (the Lynn

She has worked with the finest modern choreographers. She has been

University core curriculum) as well as Chemistry classes for science majors.   

a Choreographer and Director for 18 years earning an MFA from NYU

Ariana Jalil is a student at Lynn University.

Tisch. Danielle has performed in numerous musicals, including the Original

Steven Jensen is a student at Lynn University.

Broadway Cast of Saturday Night Fever, the World Premiere Tour of Contact,

Sindee Kerker has been a criminal justice professor at Lynn University

and the World and American Premiere of Ragtime. She has an extensive

since 1999. In her prior life, she was a deputy district attorney for the county

career that continues today and brings that creative experience to students

of Los Angeles. In her current life, when she is not inspiring young minds,

at Lynn.

she enjoys traveling and hiking with her husband, Ira, welcoming her son,

Elaine Deering is a writing tutor in the Institute of Achievement and

Matthew, as a zoom guest speaker, and planning her daughter, Samantha’s

Learning.

2023 wedding.

Leyla Diaz is a student at Lynn University.

Samantha Koffler is a junior studying computer animation.

Dawn Dubruiel is an adjunct instructor at Lynn University, a PhD student in

Jean Hedwyn Lamy is a third year musical theatre student at Lynn

Andragogy (adult education), and an award-winning filmmaker and author.

University. Prior to joining the Lynn Drama program, he poured his heart

Louis Eienberg is a student at Lynn University.

and soul into completing his computer animation degree also here at Lynn.

David Fleisher retired as professor emeritus after 18 years at Lynn

Though his heart is on the stage, he has no doubt that he will keep coming

University. Some of his plays have been published and many were produced

back to his previous crafts.
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Isabelle Lehr is a student at Lynn University.

Sanjay Malindra Perera is a student at Lynn University.

Sofia Manner is a student at Lynn University.

Paige Platt has been taking photos since she was 15 years old and has

Ava Margolis is a student at Lynn University.

always had a passion for it.

Joshua Middleton is a student at Lynn University.

James Pollack is a student at Lynn University.

Rachel Minihan is in her final year at Lynn University to earn her B.A. in

Parker Rodormer Is a student at Lynn University.

Communications and Media. As she continues to explore the meaning

Rory Ronzano Is a student at Lynn University.

behind her degree choice, it has become clear that there are so many

Kaylee Rouse is a student at Lynn University.

ways to communicate and even more ways that are in need of discovery.

Kimberly Rowland, PhD, is Associate Professor of Biological Sciences.

Photography holds a special place in her heart as she believes that creating

She teaches, works in the research laboratory on molecular genetics, and

emotions or showcasing the beauty of the world through the lens of a

she enjoys painting colorful abstracts. All of the paintings are created with

camera is a language all on its own.

acrylic and gouache.

Carolina Mishaan Is a student at Lynn University.

Jenna Marie Russo majors in visual arts and design at Lynn University. She

Jeff Morgan is an English professor at Lynn University. He is the author of

is an artist and has experience with digital media, social media, web design,

three books and numerous essays and poems. He lives with his wife, Dana,

photoshop and photography.

in Boynton Beach, and tends his garden.

Lacy Salter is a sophomore Visual Arts and Design major from St.

Genesis Morlabaez is a biology major at Lynn University who is passionate

Petersburg, Florida. Lacy has enjoyed drawing character design extensively

about medicine as well as photography. Morlabaez uses her photography

and has recently expanded her interests in the field of photography.

to share her feelings in the only way she knows how. This is a great outlet to

Mehdi Shah is a student at Lynn University.

escape to when the world may be too rough to handle. Using photography

Carolyn Stein is a student at Lynn University.

to share the true beauty and scars all over the world!

Lily Sullivan is a sophomore at Lynn. She is originally from New Jersey.

Cristian Salgado is a student at Lynn University.

In high school, she taught herself photography and ever since has been

Salma Moran is a senior at Lynn studying towards her Bachelor's in Fine

something she loves to do.

Arts as a Film Production major. She is Mexican American and the first in her

Nicky Vannicola Is a student at Lynn University.

family to go to college and aspires to make her dreams come true to make

Geraldine Villarreal is a graduating senior majoring in Aviation Management

her family proud and to prove to her mother that all her sacrifices did not go

and also in the flight program. She creates digital portraits for fun and

to waste.

wanted to share some of her work.

Rowan Murray is a graphic design student in the College of

Christian Vielot is a second-year computer animation student at Lynn

Communication and Design at Lynn.

and whose goal is to get their work out there for everyone to enjoy. He puts

Christian Nast is a student at Lynn University.

everything into their artwork, improving day by day to become a genuine

Amelia Nation is a transfer student from Venezuela. She works mostly but

artist.

not limited to illustration with a large variety of techniques such as watercolor,

Denise Wani is a student at Lynn University.

charcoal, inking. In the future, she would love to work on a creative project

Claudia Watson loves nature photography and walks along Green Cay Trail

like a comic, where she change technique based on which ambience she

in Delray Beach. She is a Lynn University alum and LU’s Spanish professor

would like to create.

since 2008. She has also taught French & Culture for J-Term. She is a

Macayla Neufeld is a student at Lynn University.

professional interpreter and translator and a proud Almain Mater!

Jonathan B. Newman is a Bio major at Lynn University. This art was

Kelly Webb is an international student from South Africa. The moment she

created with the intention of putting a range of colors and design together

arrived in Boca Raton, she was blown away by the extraordinary nature that

into one representing the individuality of the garden in which they were

surrounded her.

collected from.

Xavia Williams is a graduate student at Lynn University studying media

Hailey Nuber is a student at Lynn University.

studies. In her spare time, she is the executive producer and host of "Zay's

Uche Ogbonna is a senior at Lynn University studying Social

Variety Show!" radio broadcast, the vice president of Lynn University's Black

Entrepreneurship with the Watson Institute Program. Her passion lies in

Student Union, a writer, and soon to be a filmmaker.

mental health and facilitating healing, using creativity and psychology on the

Aurora Zohovetz is studying biology in the accelerated program in Lynn's

path to recovery. Uche is a Wellness Educator and Admissions Ambassador

biology program. She also have a background and interest in art. Her goal

on campus.

is to conserve animal species and advocate for animal rights. She would like

Emanuel Padilla de Jesus is a student at Lynn University.

to continue her work by working within the field of animal conservation or

Ariel Paul is a Lynn senior. She is stealthy. A woman of many words & many

zoology .

actions. Her words are holograms for the unseen not dead. Her strength is

Flo Zuccollilo is a student at Lynn University.

one of a million bodies and souls that have existed in the past life. A.P is an
angel, from Heaven Sent by God himself. She's amazingly beautiful inside
and out. Without her souls would mourn and cry...
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